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All loathly so longsome late laid on the people,
Need-wrack and grim nithing, of night-bales the

greatest.
Now that from his home heard the Hygelac's

thane,
Good midst of the Geat-folk; of Grendel's deeds

heard he.
But  he  was  of mankind   of  might   and  main

mightiest

In the day that we tell of, the day of this life,
All   noble,   strong-waxen.     He   bade   a   wave-
wearer
Right good to be gear'd him, and quoth he that

the war-king

Over the swan-road he would be seeking,          200

The folk-lord far-famed, since lack of men had he.
Forsooth of that faring the carles wiser-fashion'd
Laid little blame on him, though lief to them

was he;

The heart-hardy whetted they, heeded the omen.
There had the good one, e'en he of the Geat-folk,
Champions out-chosen of them that he keenest
Might  find  for  his  needs;    and  he  then  the

fifteenth^
Sought to the sound-wood.    A  swain  thereon

show'd him,
A sea-crafty man, all the make of the land-marks.